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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Author takes this Opportunity to return the 
Publick his Thanks for their ſo favourable Re- 
ception of the following Trifle ; che Hint of 
which is taken from the Beech. Whether the 
Plot and Characters are alter'd for the better or 
worſe, may be ſeen by comparing it with Ze 
Parifienne of D' Ancourt. 


WITTEN by a FRIEND. 


* OO long has Farce, neglecting Nature's Laws, © 
Debas'd the Stage, and wrong'd the Comic Cauſe ; 

To raiſe a Laugh has been her ſole Pretence, 

Tho" dearly purchas'd at the- Price of Senſe , 

This Child of Folly gain'd Increaſe with Time; 

Fit for the Place, ſucceeded Pantomime 
_ Reviv'd her Honours, join'd. her motley Band, fs 

And Song, and low Conceit, o erran the Land. 

More gen rous Views, ae our Author's Breaft, ; 
From real Life his 'CharaFters are areft ; v 
Hie ſeeks to trace the Paſfont of Mantind, 

And while he ſpares the" Perſon, paints the: Mind. 

In pleaſing Contraſt ht attempts to bm 
The vap' ring Bully, and the frit ling Beau, 

Cowards alike, that full of Martial Airs, 

WE, this as tender as the Silk he wears, 

Proud to divert, not attxious for Renown, 

055 has the Bard eſſay d to pleaſe the Town, 
Your full Applauſe out-paid his little Art, 

He boaſts no Merit, but a grateful Heart ; 
Pronouncę your Doom, he'll patiently ſubmit, 

Ze ſovereign Fudges of all Works of Wit! 

To you the Ore is brought, a lifeleſs Maſs, 

You give the Stamp, and then the Coin may paſs. 
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Now whether Judgment prompt you to forgive, 
Whether Jou bid this trifling Offspring live, 
Or with a Frown ſhould ſend the fickly Thing, 
To ſleep whole Ages under Duineſs' Wing; 

To your known Candour we will always truſt, 
You never were, nor can you be unjuſt. 
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r SCENE . 


8cENE A STREET. 
Enter Captain LovEIT and Pur. 


CAPTAIN. 


Wat 9 18 was the Place we were debe to 
uud now, Puff, if I can get no Intelligence 
of her, what will become of me? 

2 ' Puff. And me too, Sir. You mult 
conſider I am a marry'd Man, and can't 
bear Fatigue as I have done. —— But pray, Sir, why 
did you leave the Army fo abruptly, and not give me 
time to fill my Knapſack with common Neceſſaries? 
Half a dozeh Shitts, and yout Regimentals, are my whole 
Cargo. 

Capt. I was wild to get away, and as ſoon as I ob- 
tair?d my Leave of Abſence, I thought every Moment 
an Age till I return'd to the Place where I firſt ſaw this 
young, charming, innocent, bewitching Creature 
+ B Puff, 
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Puff. With Fifteen thouſand Pounds for her Fortune 
Strong Motives, I muſt confeſs. And now, Sir, 
as you are pleas'd to ſay you muſt depend upon my Care 
and Abilities in this Affair, I think I have a juſt Right to 
be acquainted with the Particulars of your Paſſion, that I 
may be the better enabled to ſerve you. 

Capt. You ſhall have em. When I left the Uni- 


' verſity, which is now ſeven Months fince, my Father, 
who loves his Money better than his Son, and would not. 


ſettle a Farthing upon me 
Put. Mine did fo by me, Sir. 


—— —— — — & 


Capt. Purchas'd me a Pair of Colours at my own 


Requeſt ; but before I join'd the Regiment, which was 

going abroad, I took a Ramble into the Country with a 

Fellow-Collegian, to ſee a Relation of his who liv d in 

Berkſhire =—— 
Puff. —— A Party of Pleaſure, I ſuppoſe. 


Capt. During a ſhort Stay there, I came acquainfed 


with this young Creature; ſhe was juſt come from the 
Boarding-School, and tho* ſhe had all the Simplicity of 
her Age and the Country, yet it was mix'd with ſuch ſen- 
ſible Vivacity, that I took fire at once —— 
Puff. I was Tinder myſelf at that Age. But- pray, 
Sir, did you take fire before you knew & her For- 
une * Af 

Capt. Before, upon my Honour. 

Puff Folly and Canſtitution — But on, Sir. 


Capt. I was introduced to the Family by the Name of 


Rbedephil, (for ſo my Companion and I had ſettled it;) 
at the End of three Weeks I was nah to attend the 
Call of Honour in Flanders. 
Paff. Your Parting, to be ſure, was heartbreaking. 
Capt. I feel it at this Inſtant. We vow'd etemal 


3 and on ods to take the firſt Opportunity 
of 
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bofß returning to her: I did fo, but we found the Houſe 


ſhut up, and all the Information, you know, that we 
could get from the neighbouring Cottage was, that Miſs 
and her Aunt were remov'd to Town, and liv'd ſome- 
where near this Part of it. 

Puff. And now we are got to the of i oye] or 
poi your Plan of Operation. 

Capt. My Father lives but in the next Street, fo 1 
muſt decamp immediately for fear of Diſcoveries ; you 
are not known to be my Servant, ſo make what Inquiries 
you can in the Neighbourhood, and f hall wait at the Inn 
for your Intelligence. 

Pu I'll patrol hereabouts, and examine all that paſs ; 


3 but I've forgor the Word, Sir — Mis Biddy —— 


- Capt, Bellair —— 
Puff. A young Lady of Wit, Beauty, and Fifteen 
thanſand Pounds Fortune — but, Sir 

Capt. What do you ſay, Puff? 

Puff. If your Honour pleaſes to conſider that I =P 2 
Wife | in Town whom I left ſomewhat abruptly: half 4 
Year ago, you'll think it, I believe, but decent, to make 


ſome Enquiry after her firſt ; to be ſure it would be ſome 


ſmall Conſolation to me to know whether the poor Wo- 
man 1s living, or has made away with herſelf, or — 
Capt. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me; a Moments Delay 
is of the utmoſt Conſequence ; I muſt inſiſt upon an im- 
mediate compliance with my Commands, 
[ Exit Captain: 
Puff. The Devil's in theſe fiery young Fellows! they 


think of no body's Wants but their own. He does not 


conſider that I am Fleſh and Blood as well as himſelf. 


7 However, I may kill two Birds at once; for I ſhan't be 


ſurpriz'd if I meet my Lady walking the Streets 


But who have we here? Sure I ſhould know that 


Face? B 2 Enter 


| 
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Ener Jaſper from a Houſe. 


Who's that? my old Acquaintance, Falter? 

Jaber. What, Puff! ate you here? 

Puff, My dear Friend! [Kiſſes bim.] Well, and how 
Zaſper! (till eaſy and happy l Tougjours le mime ! What 
Intrigues now? What Girls have you ruin'd, and what 
Euckolds made, ſince you and I us'd (a nX̊ . 
ther, Eh ? 0 
Jaſper. Faith, Ruſizcli has bean very brick during. the 
War; Men are ſcarce, you know; not as I can fay I ever 
wanted Amuſement in the worſt of Tinh: ere BR 

kye, Puff —— + 
* Nat a Word aloud, lam: incognito. 6 

Jaſper. Why Faith, I ſnould not have known you, if 
you had not ſpoke firſt 3 you ſeem to be a little di 
Zille too, as well as incognito. Who do you honour with 
your Service now? Are you from the Wars ? | 

Puff: Piping hot, I aflure you; Fire and Smoke wit 
earniſh, Jaſper; a Man that will go into ſuch Service as 
I have been in, will find his Clothes the worſe. for 
wear, take my Word for it: But how is it with you? 
[Salutes him.]: What, you ſtill ſerve, I fer f You live at 


that Houſe, I ſuppoſe? 


.- Jaſper, I don't abſolutely live, but 1 am moſt pry my 
Time there; I have within theſe two Months enter d into 
the Service of an old Gentleman, who hired a-reputable 
Servant, and dreſſed him as you ſee, becauſe he has taken 
it into his Head to fall in Love. 1 277 

Puff: Falſe Appetite and ſecond Childhood Duc pr 7 
thee, what's the Object of his Paſſion? | 
Faſper. No leſs than a Virgin of Sixteen, I aſſure you, 
_ Puff. Oh, the toothleſs old Dotard ! 70 
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Faſper. And he mumbles and plays with her till his 
Mouth waters; then he chuckles till he cries, and calls it 
his Bid, and his Bidſy, and is fa fooliſhly . — 

of Bid What's. chat? — 

FJaſper. Her Name is Biddy, _ 

Pu. Biddy! What, Miſs Biddy Bellair 2 
. Faſter, The ſame 
Huf. I have no Luck, to be ſure. [464] ——Oht 
I have heard of her ; ſhe's of a pretty good Family, and 
has ſome Fortune, I know, But are things ſettled ? by 
the Marriage ed? 

+ Jaſper. Not abſolutely ; the Girl, I believe, 3 
him; but her Aunt, a very good prudent old Lady, has 
given her Conſent, if he can gain her Neice's; how it 
will end I can't tell but I am hot upon't myſelf 
Puff. The Devil! not Marriage, I hope. 

Jaſper. That is not yet determined. 

Puff. Who. is the Lady, pray? 

Faſper. A Maid in the ſame Family, a Woman of Ho- 
nour, I aſſure you. She has one Husband already, a 
ſcoundrel ſort of a Fellow that has run away from her, and 
liſted for a Soldier; fo towards the End of the Campaign 
ſhe hopes to have a Certificate he's knock*d oꝰ th Head? 
if not, I ſuppoſe, we ſhall ſettle matters another way. 
Puff. Well, ſpeed the Plough. —— But harkye, con- 
ſummate without the Certificate if you can keep 

your Neck out of the Collar---do---I have wore it theſe 
two Years, and damnably gall'd I am. — 

Jaſper. Pll take your Advice; but I muſt run away to 
my Maſter, who will be impatient for an Anſwer to his 
Meſſage which I have juſt deliver'd to the young Lady; 


io, dear Mr. Puff, I am your o_ obedient humble 
Servant, 


Pup... 
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Puff. And I muſt to our Agent's for my Arrears. If 
you have an Hour to ſpare, you'll hear of me at 
George's or the Tilt-Yard.——— Au Revoir, as we ſay 
abroad. [ Exit Jaſper.) Thus we are as civil and as 
falſe as our Betters; Jaſper and I were always the 
Beau Monde exactly; we ever hated one another heartily, 
yet always kiſs, and ſhake Hands.— But now to my 
Maſter, with a Head full of News, and a Heart full of 
oy ! | Going, farts: 
4 Angels, and Miniſters of Grace, defend me ! 
It can't be! by Heav'ns, it is, that fretful Porcupine, my 
Wife! I can't ſtand it; What ſhall I do? I'll try to avoid 
her. 


6 


Enter Tag. 


Tag. It muſt be him! Tl ſwear to the Rogue at a 
Mile's diſtance; he either has not ſeen me, or won't 
know me; if I can keep my Temper I'll try him 


farther. 
Puff. I ſweat—I tremble—She comes upon me! 


Tag. Pray, good Sir, if I may be fo bold 
Puff. I have nothing for you, good Woman, don't 
trouble me. 
Tag. If your Honour pleaſes to look this way——= 
Puff. The Kingdom is over-run with Beggars; I ſup- 
poſe the laſt I gave to has ſent this, but I have no more 
looſe Silver about me, ſo pr'ythee, Woman, don't diſ- 


turb me. 


Tag. I can hold no longer ; oh you Villain, you! Where 
have you been, Scoundrel? Do you know me now, Var- 

Puff. Here Watch, Watch, —Zounde, I ſhall have 
my Pockets pick'd, 


6 Tag. 
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Ng. Own me this Minute, Hang - dog, and confeſs 
every thing, or by the Rage of an injur'd Woman, I' 
raiſe the Neighbourhood, throttle you, and ſend you to 
Newgate. | 

Puff. Amazement ! what, my own dear Tag! Come to 
my Arms, and let me preſs you to my Heart, that pants 
for thee, and only thee, my true and lawful Wife. 
Now my Stars have over-paid me for the Fatigue and 
Dangers of the Field; I have wander'd about like 
Achilles in ſearch of faithful Penelope, and the Gods have 
brought me to this happy Spot. 

Tag. The Fellow's crack'd for certain, Leave your 
bombaſtick Stuff, and tell me, Raſcal, why you left me, 
and where you have been theſe Six Months, heh ? 

Puff. We'll reſerve my Adventures for our happy 
Winter Evenings——And ſhall only tell you now, that 
my Heart beat ſo ſtrong in my Country's Cauſe, and 
being inſtigated either by Honour or the Devil, (I can't 
tell which) I ſet out for Flanders, to gather Laurels, and 
lay em at thy Feet. 

Tag. Lou left me to ſtarve, Villain, and beg my Bread, 
you did ſo. 

Puff. I left you too haſtily I muſt confeſs, and often 
has my Conſcience ſtung me for it.] am got into 
an Officer's Service, have been in ſeveral Actions, gain'd 
ſome Credit by my Behaviour, and am now return'd 

with my Maſter, to indulge the gentler Paſſions. 
Tag. Don't think to fob me off with this nonſenſical 

Talk; what have you brought me home beſide? 

Puff. Honour, and immoderate Love, 

Tag. I could tear your Eyes out. 

Puff. Temperance, or I walk off. | 

Tag. Temperance, Traitor, Temperance! ' What can 
you lay for yourſelf? Leave me to the wide Warld.— - 


Puff. 


— — ———  — — 
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Puff, Well, 1 have been in Nr 
17 What wou'd the Woman have? 

Nag. Reduce me to the Neteſſity of going Gehn | 

[ies 
© Puff, Why, I'm in Serviee too, your Lord and Ma- 
nds an't I, you ſaucy Jade, you? — Come, where doſt 
live, hereabouts ? Haſt g6t good Vails? Doft go to 
Market? Cottie, give me a Riß, Darling, ind tell the 
where I pl pay my Duty co thee. | 

Lag. Why, there I hive, at that Houſe. 

Pointing to the Honſe Jaſper _ _ # 

Duff. What; there! that Houſe ? 

: Tap. Yes, there, that Houſe. 

Puff. Huzza! We're made for ever, you slut, you! 
huzza! Every thing conſpires this Day to make me 
happy Prepare for an Inundation of Joy! My Maſter 
is in love with your Miſs Biddy over Head and Ears, and 
ſhe with him: I know ſhe is courted by ſ6me old Fum- 
bler, and her Aunt is not againſt the Match; but now we 
are come the Town will be reliev*d; and the Governor 
brought over; in plain Exgliſb, our Fortune is made; 
my Maſter muſt marry the Lady, and the old CEN 
my go'to the Devil. ak | 

F. Heyday! what is all this? 

Puff. Say no more, the Dice are thrown, Doublets foe 
1s; away to your young Miſtreſs, while I run to my 
Maſter, tell her Rhodophil will be with her immediately; 
then if her Blood does not mount to her Face like 
Quickſilver..in- a Weather-glaſs, and point - to extreme 
hot, believe the- whole | a bs hn your urn 9 
Politician, | 

Tag. This is news, indeed! I _ had the Place * 
4 kttle while, and have not quite got into the Secrets 
8 part ef your Story is true, and if 

you'll 


+ - 


ee 3 B WW ” Wo © — 


Mk... i. as. 4 a6 ME. ot. 


Miss in ber TENTS -9 
you'll bring your Master. ad lis milling, [ warden 

we'll be too hard for the old Folks. 

Puff. I'll about it ſtraight; but hold, Tag, I had 
forgot Pray how does Mr. Faſper do? - ' 

Tag. Mr. Faſper !— What do you, mean ? 3 


: Puff. What, out of Countenance, Child! Oh fy} 
7 Speak plain, my Dear.—And the Certificate, when rt 


that, heh, Love ? 
Jag. He bas fold bimſelf and turn'd Conjurer, 0 or * 
could never have known it. Aide. 


Puff Are not you a Jade? Are not you a Jezebel? 


. ——Arn't you a— hs 


Tag... O ho, Temperance! | amr 
Puff. I know I am not finiſtrd yet, and ſo I am eaſy 


4 but more Thanks to my Fortune than your Virtyej 


Madam. l 
Aut. within. ] I, Tag, where are you, Tag? 
Tag. Coming, Madam. My old Lady calls x 

away, to ar Maſter, and and II N his Receptiat 

Wan 

Puff. Shall 1 bring the en deen [ Exits 
1 Gn, 22 h Spa Tu ann e it. 
Er. 
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Enter Aunt and Tag. ** i 


e Who "OO I we ting th 
a © 4 1 ,oÞ6 


Tag. A Couſin of mine, Madam, that drought me 


= ſome News from my' Aunt in the Country. 


. *  Whac.s I Neice? Why are not yr with 
er $1463 00 
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. She bid me leave her alone — She's ſo melan- 
duly; Madam, I don: t know WARS come to ber of 


late 

Aunt. The Thoughtfulneſs that is natural upon the 
approach of — wor h ee, occaſions a decent 
Concern. 2 

Tag. Ald 80 76 ilk, Madam, a Husband of three- 
on and five 

- Aint. Hold, Tag, he proteſts to me he is but five 
and Fifty. 

Tag. He is. a Rogue, Madam, and an oe Rogue, 
which is the worſt of Rogues. 

Aunt.” Alas! Youth or Age, tis all one to her; the is 
all Simplicity without Experience : I would not force her 
Inclinations, but ſhe's ſo innocent ſhe won't KNOW the 
Difference 

Tag. Innocent! ne'er truſt to „ Madam; T was 
innocent myſelf once, but Live and Learn is an old 
Saying, and a true one: l believe, Madam, no Body 
is more innocent than yourſelf, and a good Maid you are 
to be ſure; but tho“ you really don't know the Difference, 
yet you can fancy it T warrant you. 

Am. I ſhould prefer a large Jointure to a ſmall one, 
and that's all; but tis impoſſible that Biddy ſhould have 
Deſires, ſhe's but newly come out of the Country, and 
Juſt turn'd of Sixteen. 

Tag. That's a tickliſh Age, Madam! I have obſerv'd 
ſhe does not eat, nor ſhe does not ſleep ; ſhe” ſighs, and 
ſhe cries, and ſhe loves Moonlight ; theſe, I take it, are 


very ſtrong Symptoms. 


— They are very unaccountable, I muſt confeſs; 


dut you talk from a deprav'd Mind, 2 * is _ 


and. untainted. 


4 Tap. 
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Tag. Shell make him a Cuckold tho' for all that, if 
you force her to marry him. i 
Aunt. You ſhock me, Tag, with your coarſe. Expreſ- 
ſions ; I tell you, her Chaſtity will be her Guard, let her 
Husband be what he will. 
- Tag. Chaftity! never truſt to that, Madam; get * 
a Husband that's fit for her, and I'll be bound for her 
Virtue; but with ſuch a one as Sir Simon, I'm, a Rogue 


if I'd anſwer for my own. 
Aunt. Well, Tag, the Child ſhall never have reaſon to 


repent of my Severity; I was going before 'to my 


Lawyers to ſpeak about the Articles of Marriage, I will 


now put a Stop to em for ſome time, till we can make 
farther Diſcoveries. 

Tag. Heav'n will bleſs you for your Goodneſs ; look 
where the poor Bird comes, quite mop'd and melancholy, 
Pl ſet my Pump at work, and draw ſomething from 
her - before your Return, I warrant you. [Exit Aunt. 
There goes a Miracle ; ſhe has neither Pride, Envy, or 


3 and yet is near Sixty, and a Virgin. 
Enter Biddy. 


Bid. How unfortunate a poor Girl am I, I dare not 
tell my Secrets to any Body, an if I don't I'm undoue 
Heigho ! [Sighs.] Pray, Tag, is my Aunt gone to her 
Lawyer about me? Heigho! _ 

Tag. What's that Sigh for my dear young Miſtreſs ? 

Bid. I did not ſigh, not I— [Sigbs.] 

Tag. Nay never gulp *em down, they are the wort 
things you can ſwallow. There's ſomething in that little 
Heart of yours, that ſwells it and puffs it, and will burſl 
it at laſt, if you don't give it vent. 

- Biddy. What would you have me tell you ? [Sigbs.] 


C2 "I 


- + Fay. Come, come, you are afraid I'll betray yau, but 


you had as good pour, I * 5 ſorne ſervice you 
Ircle think of. 1 Ic. 

Biddy. It is not in your Pover, Tap to give me N 
I wart. [Sighs.] 

*- Tag. Not directly, perhaps; 3 bat I may be Jig means 
of helping you to it; as for Example——lf you ſhould 
not like to marry the old Man your Aunt delle for you, 
one might find a way to break 

Biddy. His Neck, ug? 

Tag. Or the Match; either will do, Child; JEET 

Biddy. I don't care which indeed, fo I was clear of 
Um don't” think I'm fit to be marry de. 

Tag. To him you mean Lou have no Objeftion 
to Marriage, but the Man, and 1 applaud you for it: 
But come, Courage, Miſs, never keep it in; out * with 
it all — 

Biddy. If you'll ask me any Queſtions, I'll anſwer? em, 
but I can't tell you wy as of myſelf, I * bluſh K 
ä 

Tag. Well then In the firſt 3 Pray tell me, 
Miſs Biddy Bellair, if you don't like ſome my better 
than old Sir Simon Loveit ? 

Biddy. Heigho! 

Tag. What's Heigho, Miſs? 

Biddy. When I ſay Heigho! it means yes. 

Tag. Very well; and this Somebody | is a young. hand- 
fom Fellow ? | 

Biddy. Heigho! | 

Teg. And if you were once hi, jou'erbe as merry as 
the beſt of us? | 

; Bide. Heigho! 

Lax. So far fo good; and ſince I have got co to wet 

our Feet, ſouſe over Head, at once, and the Pain will 
jou over, Biday. 


but 
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Bidih. There — then. [A long 586.) Now help me 
out; Tap, as faſt as you can. 

Lag. When did you hear from your Gallane? 


©  Biddy. Never ſince he went to the Army. 


Tag. How ſo? 

Biddy. [ vas afraid the Letten vod fil into my 
Prams, Hands, ſo I would not let him write to me bor 
I had a better Reaſon then. 

Tag. Pray let's hear that too. 

Biddy. Why, I thought if I ſhould write to him and 
-promiſe him to love no body elſe, and ſhould afterwards 
change my Mind, he might think I was inconſtant, and 
call me a Coquette, © 

Tag. What a ſimple Innocent it is! [Afde.] And have 
you chang'd your Mind, Miſs ? - 

Biddy. No . Tag, I love him the beſt of any 
of em. 

Tag. Of any of em! Why, have you any more? 

Biddy. Pray don't ask me. 

Tag. Nay, Miſs, If 172 only dun me by bes you 
can't expect — 

Biddy. I will truſt you with eyery thing ne 1 
parted with him, I grew melancholy; ſo in order to di- 
vert me, I have let two others court me till he returns 
again. 

Tag. Is that all, my Dag ? Mighty cunple, indeed | 

i [ Afde. 

Biddy. One of 'em is a fine bluſt'ring Man, and is 
calPd Captain Hab; he is always talking of Fighting, and 
Wars; he thinks he's ſure of me, but I ſhall balk 
him; we ſhall ſee him this Afternoon, for he preſs'd 
ſtrongly to come, and I have given him leave, while my 
Aunt's taking her Afternoon's Nap. 

Tag. And who is the other, 4 > 
14 . | prey's Bidh, 
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Biddy. Quite another fort of a Man, -he/iſpeaks like a 
Lady for all the World, and never ſwears as Mr; Flafb 
does, but wears nice white Gloves, and tells me what Rib- 
bons become my Complexion, where to ſtick my Patches, 
who is the beſt Milliner, where they ſell the beſt Tea, 


and which is the beſt Waſh for the Face, and the beſt 


Paſte for the Hands; he is always playing with my Fan, 
and ſhewing his Teeth, and whenever I ſpeak he. pats 
me—ſo— and cries, The Devil take me, Miſs Biodys But 
you" M be my Perdition.— Ha, ha, ha! 

Tag. Oh the pretty Creature And what do you call 
him pray? - 

Biddy. His Name's Fribble ; you ſhall ſee him too, far 
by Miſtake I appointed em at the ſame time; but Bou 
muſt help me out with 'em. 

Tag. And ſuppoſe your Favourite ſnould come . 

Biddy. I ſhould not care what became of the others. 

Tag. What's his Name ? | 

Biddy. It begins with an R—b— 8 ————- 

Tag. I'll be hang'd if it is not Rhodophil. 

Biddy. I am ned at you! You are a Witch, 
Tag! 

Tag. I am fo, md I can tel your Fortune too. Look 


me in the Face. The Gentleman you love moſt in the 


World will be at our Houſe this Afternoon; he arriv'd 
from the Army this Morning, and dies till he ſees you. 
Biddy. Is he come, Tag? Don't joke with me 
Tag. Not to keep you longer in Suſpence, you muſt 
know the Servant of your $trephon, by ſome unaccount- 


able Fate or other, is my Lord and Maſter ; he has juſt 


been with me, and told me #1 kis Maſter's Arrival and 


Impatience ——— 


Biddy. Oh my dear, _ 72 ar, you have put me out 


of my Wits--I am all over in a flutter--I ſhall leap out of 
| | my 


= & 8 F SAA 


ts Wy 


my Skin---I don't know what to do with myſelf. --- Is he 
come, Tag ? -I am ready to faint----I'd give the World 
I had put on my Pink and Silver Robings to-day. _ 
Tag. I aſſure you, Miſs, you look charmingly! 
Biddy. Do I indeed tho'? I'll put a little Patch under 
my left Eye, and powder my Hair immediately. 
Tag. We'll go to Dinner firſt, and then I'll aſſiſt you. 
Biddy. Dinner] I can't eat a Morſel------ I don't know 
what's the matter with me--- my Ears tingle, my Heart 


beats, my Face fluſhes, and I tremble every Joint of me 


— 1 muſt run in and look oe in the Glaſs this 
Moment. 
Tag. Yes, ſhe has ! it, and deeply too; this is no o Ry. 
pocrify -— 
Not Art, but Nature now performs las Part, 
And. every Word's the Language of the Heart, - 


End of the Firſt Att. 


ACT 
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Enter Captain Lovcit, Biddy, Tas, and Puff,” f 


c. O find you ſtill conſtant, and to arrive * 
ſuch a critical Juncture, i hight ole. 


tune and Happineſs. "I? 

Biddy. Nothing ſhall force me from vou; ; and it am | 
ſecure of your AﬀeCtions —— 

Puff. 1'll be bound for him, Madam, * give you 
any Security you can ask. 

Tag. Every thing goes on to our Wiſh, Sir; I juſt 
now had a ſecond Conference with my old Lady, and 
ſhe was ſo convinced by my Arguments, that ſhe return'd 
inſtantly to the Lawyer to forbid the drawing out of any 
Writings at all, and ſhe is determin'd never to thwart 
Miſs's Inclinations, and left it to us ta give the old Gentle- 


man his Diſcharge at the next Viſit. 

Capt. Shall I undertake the old Dragon.?. 

Tag, If we have e for. Help,” we ſhall call for 
you. 

Biddy. I expect kim every Moment, therefore I'll tell 
you what, Rhodopbil, you and your Man ſhall be lock'd 
up in my Bed-chamber till we have ſettled Matters wich 
the old Gentleman. 

Capt. Do what you pleaſe with me. 


 Biddi 
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Biddy. You muſt not be impatient tho?. 

Capt. I can undergo any thing with ſuch a Reward in 
view, ,one-Kiſs and I'll be A now 
ſhew ine the way. [T Exeunt. 

Tag. Come, Sirrah, when I have got you under Lock 
and Key, I ſhall bring you to Reaſon. 

Puff. Are your Wedding clothes ready, my Dove? 
the Certificate's come. | 

Tag. Go follow your Captain, Sirrah—march—You | 
. F 

| [Exeunt Tag and Puff, 


. : * 


Enter Biddy. 


Bag I was very much alarm'd for fear my tw Gat- 
lants ſhould come in upon us unawares ; we ſhould have 
had fad work if they had: I find I love Rhodophil vaſt- 
ly, for tho* my other Sparks flatter me more, I can't 
abide the thoughts of em now I have Buſineſs upon 
my Hands enough to turn my little Head, but egad my 
Heart's good, and a Fig for Dangers ———let me ſee, 
what ſhall I do with my two Gallants? I muſt, at leaft, 
part with em decently ; ſuppoſe I ſet *em together by 

the Ears? — The luckieſt Thought in the World! For 
if they won't quarrel (as I believe they won't) I can 
break with em for Cowards, and very juſtly diſmiſs em 
my Service; and if they will fight, and one of em 
ſhould be kill'd, the other will certainly be hang'd, or 
run away, and fo I ſhall very handſomly get rid of both. 
I am glad I have ſettled it fo purely. | 


D | Enter 


— — — 
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"If Enter Tag. ata 
a e ere they ſafe? . 

think o, te DooPs d bad, wd Thave 
& Key in my Pocket. 
Bidah. That's pure; but have you given *em any thing 
to divert em? 
Tag. 1 have given the Captain one of your” old 
_ to mumble, but my Strepbon is diverting him- 
with the more ſubſtantial Comforts of a cold Ven n 


18 


3 


A, What ſhall we do with the next that comes ? 
Tag. If Mr. Fribble comes firſt, ll clap him up into 
my Lady's Store-Room ; I ſuppoſe he is a great Maker 
of Marmalade himſclf, and will have an Opportunity of 
making ſome critical Remarks upon our Paſtry and 
Sweetmeats. 

Biddy. When one of em comes, do you go and watch 
for the other, and as ſoon as you ſee him, run in to us, 
and pretend it is my Aunt, and fo we ſhall have an 
Excuſe to lock him up till we want him. 

Tag. _— depend upon me; ne 


em. 5 
5 Enter Fribble. 
- Bid, Mr. Fribbls, your Servant 


t Frib. Miſs Biddy, your Slave I hope I have not 
come upon you abruptly; I ſhould have waited upon 


you ſooner, but an Accident happen'd that diſcompos' d 


me ſo, that I was er Ur go home _ to _ 


Props 
Bag. ** you don't look well, Su. — Go, Tag, 


e I bid you. 


Jag. I will, Madam, | (Exit. 
Biday. 
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:  Biddy, I have. ſet my Maid to watch my Aunt, that 
wh may*nt be ſurpriz d by her. | 
Frib. Your Prudence is equal to your Beauty; Miſs, 
and i ee your permitting me to kiſs your Hands, will 
oa no Impeachment of your Underſtanding. 2s 
Billy. L hate the Sight of him. [4/ae.] 1 
4 ſhould not have had the Pleaſure of ſeeing you, pray 
let me know what Accident you met with, and what's 
dhe matter with your Hand ? I ſhan't be eaſy al 3 
know, 
Frib. Well, I vow, Mis Biddy, you're a a good Ge 
I' endeavour to muſter up what little Spirits I 
—— and tell you the whole Aﬀair ——Hem! hut 
firſt you mult give me leave to make you a Preſent of a 
ſmall Pot of my Lip- ſalve; My Servant made it this * 
ing the Ingredients are innocent, I aſſure you; 
ching but the beſt Virgin's - wax, Conſerve of * — 
Lilly of the Valley Water. 
- Biddy. I thank you, Sir, but my Lips are greeraly 
red, and when they an' t, I bite em. 
Frib. I bite my on, ſometimes, to pout 'em a little, 
but this will give *em a Softneſs, Colour, and an agreea- 
ble Moiſter.— Thus let me make an humble Offering 
at that Shrine, where J have already ſacrificed my Heart. 
{ Kneels and gives the Pot. 
Biddy. Upon my Word that's very prettily expreſs'd, 
you are poſitively the beſt Company in the World 1 
wiſh he was out of the Houſe. [Aide 
Frib. But to return to my Accident, and the Reaſon 
why my hand is in this Condition — I beg you'll excuſe 
the Appearance of it, and be fatisfy'd that nothing hut 
mere Neceſſity could have forc'd me to appear thus 


muffled before you, 
D 2 Biddy. 
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Bid). Lam very willing to excuſe any'Misfortune that 
happens to you, Sir. [Curtfies. 
8 5. Vou are vaſtly good, eee 
——Hem!——You muſt know, Miſs, there is not an 
Animal in the Creation 1 have ſo great an Averſion 
to, as thoſe Hackney-coach Fellows, —— As I was 


coming out of my Lodgings, — Says one of em to 


me, Would: your Honour have a Coach? ——No, Man, 


ſaid I, not now, (with all the Civility imaginable) —— 
Tl carry you and your Doll too, (ſays he) Miſs Mar- 
gery for the ſame Price. Upon which, the - maſcu- 
line Beaſts about us fell a laughing; then I turn*d round 
in a great Paſſion, curſe me, (fays T) Fellow, but I'll 
trounce thee.— And, as I was holding out my Hand 
in a threatning Poſter, — thus; — he makes a cut at 
me with his Whip, and ſtriking me over the Nail of 
my little Finger, it gave me ſuch exquiſite Torter 
that I fainted away; and while I was in this Condition, 
the Mob pick'd my Pocket of my Purſe, my Sciſſars, 
my Mecea Smelling- Bottle, and my Huſwife.  - * 
+ *Biddy. I ſhall laugh in his Face. [ Afide.] I am afraid 
you are in great Pain; pray fit down, Mr. ible, but 
J hope your Hand is in no Danger. [They „it. 

-Frib. Not in the leaſt, Maam ; pray don't be ap- 
prehenfive — A Milk-poultice, and a gentle Sweat to 
Night, with a little Manna in the Morning, I am con- 
ROW, will relieve me entirely. 


Biddy. But pray, Mr. Fribble, do you make uſe of a 


Huſwife 2 

FHib. I can't do without it, Maam; chere 18 a Club 
of -us, all young Batchelors, the ſweeteſt Society in the 
World ; and we meet three times a Week at each other's 
Lodgings, where we drink Tea, hear the Chat of the 
SOOT Ys 4 Day, 
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Day, invent Faſhions for the Ladies, make Models of 
em, and cut out Patterns in Paper. We | were the firſt 
Inventors of Knotting, and this Fringe is the original Pro- 
duce and joint Labour of our little Community. 
Biddy. And who are your pretty Set, pray) 

Frib. There's Phil Whiffle, Jacy Wagtail, © my 
Lord Trip, Billy Dimple, Sir Dilbery Diddke, and your 
humble — 15 

Biddy. What a ſweet Collection of happy Creatures! 

Frib. Indeed and fo we are, Miſs. But a prodi- 
gious Fracas diſconcerted us a little on our Viſiting- Day 
at Billy Dimple's three drunken naughty Women 
of the Town burſt into our Club- room, curſt us all, 
threw down the China, broke ſix Looking: glaſſes, ſcalded 
us with the Slop-Baſon, and ſcrat poor Phil Whiffle's 
Cheek in ſuch a manner, that he has kept his Bed theſe 
three Weeks. 

Biddy. Indeed, Mr. Fribble, I think all our Sex have 
great reaſon to be angry; for if you are ſo happy now you 
are Batchelors, the Ladies may wiſh and ſigh to very little 
purpoſe. | 

Frib. You are miſtaken, I aſſure you; I am prodi- 
gioully rallied about my Paſſion for you, I can tell you 


that, and am look'd upon as loſt to our Society already; 


He, he, he 

Biddy. Pray, Mr. Fribble, now you have gone ſo far, 
don't think me impudent if I long to know how you in- 
tend to uſe the Lady who ſhall be honour'd with your Af-- 
fections? 

Frib. Not as moſt other Wives are us'd, I aſſure you; 
all the domeſtic Buſineſs will be taken off her Hands; I 
ſhall make the Tea, comb the Dogs, and dreſs the Chil- 
dren mylelf, if I ſhould bg bleſs*d with any; ſo that ;- 

m 
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Im a Commoner, Mrs. Fribble will lead the Life af 4 
Woman of Quality; for ſhe will have nothing to do, 
but lie in Bed, play at Cards, and ſcold — b 

Biddy. What a happy Creature ſhe muſt be! 

Frib. Do you really think ſo? Then pray let me thee 
a little ſerous Talk with you. Tho” my Paſſion is not 
of a long ſtanding, I hope the Sincerity 3 we n. 
tion 

' Biddy. Ha, ha, hat N 

-. Frib. Go, you wild Thing. [ Pats 19 The Devil ake 
mo'bux tlikre is no talking to you. How can you uſe 
me in this barbarous manner! If 1 had the Conſtitution 
of an Alderman it would fink under my Sufferings——— 
booman nater can't ſupport it 

Biddy. Why, what would you do with me, Mr. Fribble ? 

Frib. Well, I vow Pl! beat you if you talk fſo---Don't 
look at me in that manner — Fleſh and Blood can't bear 
it I could but I won't grow indecent 

Biddy. But pray, Sir, where are the. Verſes you were 
to write upon me? I find if a young Lady depends too 
much upon ſuch fine Gentlemen as you, ſhe*lI certainly be 
diſappointed. 

Firib. I vow, the Flutter I was put into this Afternoon 
* quite turn'd my Senſes —— there they are tho: 
and I believe you'll like em. 

Biddy. There can be no doubt of it. | 

-Fr#.. I proteſt, Miſs, I don't like that Curtſy---Look: 
at me, and always riſe in this manner. [Shews her.] But, 
my dear Crater, who put on your Cap to-day? They 
have made a Fright of you, and it's as yellow as old 
Lady Crowfoot's Neck. —— When we are ſettled, PII 

dreſs your Heads myſelf. 
Did. Pray read the Verſes to me, Mr. Fribble. 


Frib, 
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_ Frib, I obey — Hem! — illiam Fribble, Ea; to 
Miſs Biddy Bellair — greeting. ; |. nM 


No Ire h bard, ſo cold as L | 
*Till warm d and ſoften'd by your: De; 
| And now my Heart diſſolves away © 
I Dreams by Night, ond 6k 2 
No brutal Paſſion fires my Breaſt, 
' Which loatbs the Object when poſſeſs'd; . .. 
But one of harmleſs, gentle Kind, mar 
' Whoſe Joys are center*d---in the Mind: 
Then take with me, Love's better Patt, 
His downy Wing, but not his Dart. 


How do you like *em ? 
Biddy. Ha, ha, ha! I ſwear they are very pretty — 
but I don't quite underſtand em. 
Frib, Theſe light Pieces are never ſo well underſtood 
in Reading as Singing; I have ſet em myſelf, and will 
endeavour to give em you La la I have an abo- 
minable Cold, and can't ſing a Note; however the Tune's 
nothing, the Manner's all. 


No Ice ſo hard, &c. (Sings.] 
Enter Tag, running. 


Tag. Your Aunt! your Aunt! your Aunt, Madam! 
Frib. What's the matter? 

Biddy. Hide, hide Mr. Fribble, Tag, or we are'ruin'd. 

. Frib, Oh! for Heaven's fake, put me any where, fs I 
don't dirty my Clothes, | 


Biddy. 


| 
ö 
N 
| 
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Biddy. Put him into the Store-Room, Tag, this Mo- 
ment. 
Frib. Is it a damp Place, Mrs, Tag? The Floor is 
boarded, I hope? 

Tag. Indeed it is not, Sir. | 

Frib. What ſhall I do? Ache my 
Death! Where's my Cambrick Handkerchief, and my 
Salts? I ſhall certainly have my Hyſtericks | 
Runs in. 

Biddy. In, * N now let the other come as 
foon as he will; I did not care if T had twenty of * em, 
ſo they would but come one after another. 


Ener Tag. 


Was my Aunt coming! e | 

Tag. No, twas Mr. Flaſh, J ſuppoſe, by the Length 
of his Stride, and the Cock of his Hat. He'll be here 
this Minute. ----- What ſhall we do with him ? 

Biddy. Vil manage him, I warrant you, and try his 
Courage; be ſure you are ready to ſecond me --- we ſhall 
have pure Sport. 

Tag. Huſh! Here he comes. 


Enter Flaſh, fnging. 


Flaſh. Well my Bloſſom, here am I! What Hopes for 
a poor Dog, eh? How! the Maid here] then I've loſt 
the Town, Dammee! Not a Shilling to bribe the Go- 
vernor ; ſhe'll ſpring a Mine, and I ſhall be blown to the 
Devil. I[Alde. 
Biddy. Don't be aſham'd, Mr. Flaſh ; I have told 
Tag the whole Affair, and ſhe's my Friend I can aſſure 
you, 


Fu. 
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Flaſb. Is ſhe ? Then ſhe won't be mine I am certain. 
[ Afde.] Well Mrs. Tag, you know, I ſuppoſe what's to 
be done: This young Lady and I have contracted our- 
ſelves, and fo, if you pleaſe to ſtand Bride-maid, why 
we'll fix the Wedding-day directly. 

Tag. The Wedding-day, Sir ? 

Flaſh. The Wedding-day, Sir? Ay, Sir, the Wed- 
ding-day, Sir, what have you to ſay to that, Sir? 

Biddy. My dear Captain Flaſp, don't make ſuch a 
Noiſe, you'll wake my Aunt; 

Flaſh. And ſuppoſe I did, Child, what then? 

Biddy. She'd be frighten'd out of her Wits. 

Flaſh. At me, Miſs, frighten'd at me? Tout au con- 
traire, I aſſure you; you miſtake the thing, Child; I 


| . have ſome reaſon to believe I am not quite fo ſhocking. 


[ Aﬀetedly. 
7a. Indeed, Sir, you flatter yourſelf But pray, Sir, 
what are your Pretenſions? 

Flaſh. The Lady's Promiſes, my own Paſſion, and the 
beſt mounted Blade in the three Kingdoms. If any 
Man can produce a better Title, let him take her; if 
not, the D----} mince me, if I give up an Atom of her. 

Biddy. He's in a fine Paſſion, if he would but hold it. 

Tag. Pray, Sir, hear Reaſon a little. 

Flaſh. I never do, Madam; it is not my Method of 
Proceeding ; here's my Logick ? [ Draws his Sword, ] 
Sa, ſa, —my beſt Argument is Cart over Arm, Madam, 
ha, ha, [Jurges.] and if he anſwers that, Madam, through 
my ſmall Guts, my Breath, Blood and Miſtreſs are all at 
his Service Nothing more, Madam. 

Biddy. This Il do, this Il do. | 

Tag. But Sir, Sir, Sir? 


E Flaſh. 
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| Flaſh. But Madam, Madam, Madam: I profeſs 
Blood, Madam, I was bred up to it from a Child; I ſtudy 
the Book of Fate, and the Camp is my Univerſity ; I have 
attended the Lectures of Prince Charles upon the Rhine, 
and Bathiani upon the Po, and have extracted Know- 
ledge from the Mouth of a Cannon, I'm not to be 
frighten'd with Squibs, Madam, no, no. 

Biddy. Pray, dear Sir, don't mind her, but * me pre- 
vail with you to go away this Time — Your Paſſion is 
| very fine to be ſure, and when my Aunt and Tag are out 
of the way, l'll let you know when I'd have you come 
again, 

Flaſh. When you'd have me come again, Child ? And 
ſuppoſe I never would come again, what do you think 
of that now, ha? You pretend to be afraid of your 
Aunt; your Aunt knows what's what too well to refuſe 
a good Match when it's offer*d Lookee, Miſs, 
I'm a Man of Honour, Glory's my Aim, I have told 
you the Road I am in, and do you fee here, Child, 
[ Shewing his Sword. ] no Tricks upon Travellers. 
 Biady. But pray, Sir, hear me. 

Flaſh. No, no, no, I know the World, Madam, I am 
as well known at Covent-Garden as the Dial, Madam : 
I'Il break a Lamp, bully a Conſtable, bam a Juſtice, or 
bilk a Box-keeper with any Man in the Liberties of 

Weſtminſter ; What do you think of me now, Auf 
Biddy. Pray don't be ſo furious, Sir. 

Flaſh. Come, come, come, few words are beſt, ſome- 
body*s happier than ſomebody, and I'm a poor filly Fel- 
low; ha, ha, — That's all — Look you, Child, ta 
be ſhort, (for I'm a Man of Reflexion) I have but a ba- 
gatelle to fay to you : I am in love with you up to Hell 
and Deſperation, may the Sky cruſh me if I am not — 

| * But 


) 
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But ſince there is another more fortunate than I, Adieu, 
Biddy! Proſperity to the happy Rival, Patience to poor 
Flaſh ; but the firſt Time we meet, —Gunpowder be my 
Perdition, but Pll have the Honour to cut a. Throat 
with him. [ Gong. 

Biddy. [Stopping him.] You may meet with him now 
if you pleaſe. 

Flaſh. Now, may I! — Where is he? I'll facrifice 
the Villain. [ Aloud. 

Tag, Huſh! he s but in the next Room. 

Flaſh. Is he? Ram me [ Low. ] into a Mortar: piece, but 
ll have vengeance; my Blood boils to be at him 
Don't be frighten'd, Miſs? 

Biddy. No, Sir, I never was better pleas'd, I aſſure 
you. 

_ Flaſh. I ſhall ſoon do his Buſineſs. 

Biddy. As ſoon as you pleaſe, take your own Time. 

Tag. I'll fetch the Gentleman to you immediately. 

[ Going. 

Flaſn. [ Stopping Ber.] Stay, ſtay a little; what a Pal- 
ſion I am in ! — Are you ſure he is in the next Room ?— 


I ſhall certainly tear him to pieces — I would fain mur- 
der him like a Gentleman too — Beſides, this Family 
fhan't be brought into trouble upon my Account.—— I 
have it 'I watch for him in the Street, and mix his 
Blood with the Puddle of the next Kennel. [ Going. 
Biddy. [ Stopping him.) No, pray Mr. Flaſh, let me ſee 
the Battle, I ſhall be glad to fee you fight for me, you 
ſhan't go, indeed. [ Holding bim. 
Tag. [Holding him.) Oh, pray let me fee you fight; 
there were two Gentlemen f Yeſterday, and my Miſtreſs 

was never 1 diverted in her Life — I'll fetch him out. 
[Exit 

E 2 Bid 
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Biday. Do, ſtick him, ſtick him, Captain Fly; 1 ſhall 


love you the better for it. 
Flaſh. D n your Love, I wiſh I was out * the 


Houſe. uA lde. 
Biddy. Here he 1 Now ſpeak ſome of your hard 
Words, and run him through 

Hlaſb. Don't be in Fits noww—— [| A/ide to Biddy. 
Biddy. Never fear me. | 

Enter Tag and Fribble. 


Tag. {To Fribble] Take i it on my Word, Sir, he is a 
Bully, and nothing elſe. 
Frib. ¶ Frigbien d] T know you are my good Friend, 
but perhaps you don't know his Diſpoſition. 

Tag. I am confident he is a Coward. 

Frib. Is he? Nay, then I'm his Man. 

Flaſh. 1 like his Looks, but Pl! not venture too far 
at firſt, | 
Tag. Speak to him, Sir. 
Frjrib. I will----T underſtand, Sir----hem---- that you--- 
by Mrs. Tag here,---Sir,---who has inform'd me---hem--- 
that you have ſent her, to inform me----Sir,---- that you 
would be glad to ſpeak with me Demmee--- [Turns off. 

Flaſh. I can ſpeak to you, Sir--- or to any Body, Sir--- 
or I can let it alone and hold my Tongue,---- if I ſee Oc- 
caſion, Sir, Dammee--- Turns F. 

Biach. Well ſaid, Mr. Flaſh, be in a Paſſion, 
© Tag. [To Fribble.] Don't mind his Looks, he changes 
Colotr already ; to him, to him. [ Puſhes bim. 
© Frib. Don't hurry me, Mrs. Tag, for Heaven's fake ! 
1 ſhall be out of breath before I begin if you do,--- Sir,--- 
FT Flaſh. ] If you can't ſpeak to a Gentleman in another 


10 nner, Sir, why then I'll venture to ſay, you had 


fter hold your Tongue . Oqns. Flaſh, 


l 
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Flaſh. Sir, you and J are of different Opinions. 

Frib. You and your Opinion may go to the Devil, 
Take that. Turns off to Tag, 

Tag. Well ſaid, Sir, the Day? s your own. 

Biddy. What's the matter, Mr. Haſb? Is all your 
Fury gone? Do you give me up? 

Frib. L have done his Buſineſs. 

Flaſh. Give you up, Madam! No, Madam; when I 
am determin'd in my Reſolutions I am always calm; *cis 
our Way, Madam; and now ] ſhall proceed to Buſineſs. 
| Sir, I beg to ſay a Word to you in private. 
Frille. Keep your diſtance, Fellow, and Pl! anſwer 
That Lady has confeſs'd a Paſſion for me, and 
as ſhe has deliver'd up her Heart into my Keeping, no- 
thing but my arts Blood ſhall purchaſe it. Demna- 
tion |! 

Tag. Bravo ! Bravo! 

Flaſh. If thoſe are the Conditions, I'll give you Ear- 
neſt for it directly. [ Draws.] Now, Villain, renounce all 
Right and Title this Minute, or the Torrent of my 
Rage will overflow my Reaſon, and I ſhall annihilate the 
Nothingneſs of your Soul and Body in an Inſtant. 

Frib. I wiſh there was a Conſtable at hand to take us 
both up; we ſhall certainly do one another a Pre- 
judice. 

Tag. No, you won't indeed, Sir; pray bear up to 
him; if you wou'd but draw your Sword, and be in a 
Paſſion, he would run away directly. 

Frib. Will he? [Draws bis Swerd.] Then L can no 
longer contain myſel. Hell and the Furies! Come 
on, thou ſavage Brute. 

Tag. Go on, Sir. 

[ Here they ſtand i in fighting Poſtures, while Biddy and 
Tag puſh em forward. Flaſh. 


N 
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Flaſh. Come on, br 
Biddy. Go on. 

Frib. Come on, Raſcal. 

Tag. Go on, Sir. 


Enter Captain Loveit and Puff. 


Capt. What's the matter, my Dear? 

Biddy. If you won't fight, here's one that will. Oh 
Rhodephil, theſe two Sparks are your Rivals, and have 
peſter'd me theſe two Months with their Addreſſes; they 
forced themſelves into the Houſe, and have been quel. 
ling about me, and diſturbing the Family; if they won 't 
fight, pray kick em out of the Houſe. 

Capt. What's the matter, Gentlemen? 

| [They both keep their fencing Poſture 

Haſb. Don't part us, Sir. 

Frib. No, pray Sir don't part us, we ſhall do you a 
Miſchief, | 

Capt. Puff, wall © the 1 Gentleman, aid call a 
Surgeon. 

Biddy and Tap. Ha, ha, ha! 

' Puff. Bleſs me! how can you ſand under your Wounds, 
Six ? 

- Frib. Am I 1 Sir? 

Puff. Hurt, Sir! why you have --- let me fs. _ pray 
ſtand in the Light — one, two, three, thro' the Heart; 
and let me ſee --- hum Eight thro* the Small Guts 
Come, Sir, make it up a round Dozen, and then we'l 
part you. 

A. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Capt. Come here, Puff. 
[ Whiſpers, and looks at Flaſh. 


Puff. Tis the very fame, Sir, 
3 | Capt, 
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Capt. [To Flaſh.] Pray, Sir, have not [ had the Plea- 
fare of ſecing your Face abroad ? * | 

Flaſh. I have ſerv*d abroad. 

Capt. Had not you the Misfortune, Sir, to be miſſing 
at the laſt Engagement in Flanders? 

Flaſh. I was found amongſt the Dead in the Field of 
Battle. 

| Puff. He was the firſt that fell, Sir; the Wind of a 
Cannon-ball ſtruck him flat upon his Face; he had juſt 
Strength enough to creep into a Ditch, and there he was 
found after the Battle in a moſt deplorable Condition. 

Capt. Pray, Sir, what Advancement did you get by 
the Service of that Day ? 

Flaſh. My Wounds rendered me unfit for Service, and 


+ I ſold out. 


J 
1 
* 


Puff. Stole out, you mean. We hand him, by Scent, 
to the Water-ſide, thence he took ſhipping for England, 
and, taking the Advantage of my Maſter's Abſence, has 
attack'd his Citadel, which we are luckily come to re- 
lieve, and drive his Honour into the Ditch again. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

Frib. He, he, he! 

Capt. And now, Sir, how have you dar'd to ſhew 
your Face again in open Day, or wear even the Outſide 
of a Profeſſion you have ſo much ſcandaliz'd by your 
Behaviour? I honour the Name of Soldier, and as a 
Party concerned am bound not to ſee it diſgrac'd; as you 
have forfeited your Title to Honour, deliver up your 
Sword this Inſtant. | 

Flaſh. Nay, good Captain —— 

Capt. No Words, Sir. [Takes bis Sword. 

Frib. He's a ſad Scoundrel ; I wiſh I had kick'd him. 


Capt. 


. 
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Capt. The next thing I command — leave this Houſe, 


change the Colour of your Clothes and Fierceneſs of yout 
Looks, appear from Top to Toe the Wretch, the very 
Wretch thou art; if &@er I meet thee in the military 
Preſs again, or if you put on Looks that belye the na- 
tive Baſcneſs of thy Heart, be it where it will, this ſhall 
be the Reward of "oY Impudence and Diſobedience, 

[Kicks him, he runs off. 

Biddy, Oh, my dear Rhodophil ! 

Frib. What an infamous Raſcal it is! I thank you, 
Sir, for this Favour ; but I muſt after, and cane him. 

[ Going, ts ftopt by the — 

Capt: One Word with you too, Sir. 

Frrib. With me, Sir? 

Capt. You need not tremble, I ſhan't uſe you roughly, 
Frjib. I am certain of that, Sir; but I am ſadly troubled 

with weak Nerves. 

Capt. Thou art of a Species too deſpicable for Cor- 
rection; therefore be gone, and if I ſee you here again, 
your Infignificancy ſhan't protect you. 

Frib. 1 am oblig'd to you for your Kindneſs; but if 
ever 1 have any thing to do with Intrigues again 


1 Afide. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

Puff. Shall I eaſe you of your Trophy, Sir ? 

Capt. Take it, Puff, as ſome ſmall Recompence for 
thy Fidelity, thou canſt better uſe it than its Owner. 
Puff. I wiſh your Honour had a Patent to take ſuch 
Trifles from every pretty Gentleman that could ſpare 'em 

I would ſet up the largeſt Cutler's Shop in the Kingdom. 
Cet. Well ſaid, Puff. 

Biddy. But pray, Mr. Fox, how aid you get out of 
. your Hole? 1 thought you was lock'd in? 
DES Capt. 


* 


il | 
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Capi. I ſhot the Bolt back when I heard a Noiſe; and 
thinking you were in danger, I broke my Conſinement 
without ny other Cantdnatien Pa par Gorge * 
[fes ber Hand. 
Sir Sim. Tiithout. Biddy, Biddy. Why, Tag. © 
Biddy. There's the old Gentleman; run in, run in. 
[Exeunt Captain and Puff. Tag opens the Door. 


Exner Sir Simon and Jaſper. 


| bi Sim, Where have you been, Biddy? Faſper and 1 
have knock'd and call'd as loud and as long as we wes 
able : What were you doing, Child? a 

Biddy. I was reading part of a Play to Tag, and ye 
came as ſoon as we heard you. 

"Sir Sim. What Play, Moppet? a 

Winch. The Old Batchelor ;, and we were ju got. rol 
Wan mid i the Du 

Sir Sim. I muſt have you burn your Plays and Ro. 
mances ho you are mine; they corrupt your ere z 
W learn from em? ho 

Biddy. What you can't teach me, Fm ſure. . 

Sir Sim. Fy, fy, Child; I never heard you talk ag 
this rate before; I'm afraid you, Tag, put theſe things 


into her Head. 


Tag. I, Sir? I vow, Sir Simon, ſhe knows more than you 
Fe conceive; ſhe ſurprizes me, I aſſure you, though I 
have been married theſe two Years, and liv*d with Batche- 
lors moſt part of my Life. 

Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jaſper? I'm al over in a Sees 
— Pray, Miſs, have not you had Company this After- 
noon? I ſaw a young Fop go out of the Houſe a8 I 
was coming hither. 

Biddy. You _ have ſeen two, Sir Simon, if your 
Eyes had been good. 

2 . Sir 
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Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jaſper ? - Sure the n! is 
poſſeſs di --- Pray, Miſs, what did they want here? 
Biddy. Me, Sir; they wanted me. 
Sir Sim. What did they want with you, I ay ? 
Bidaqh. Why, what do you want with me? | 
Sir Fim. Do you hear, |Zaſper 2---I am thunder-ſtruck ! 
I can't believe my own Ears! ---- Tell me the Reaſon, I 
fay, why 
Tag. I'Il tell you the Reaſon why, if you pleaſe, Sir 
Simon. Mis, you know, is a very ſilly young Girl, and 
having found out (Heav'n knows how!) that there is 
ſome little Difference between Sixty- five and twenty-five, 
ſhe's ridiculous enough to chooſe the latter; when if _ 


take my Advice — 


Sir Sim. You are right, 7; ag, ſhe wou'd take me: ? Eh? 

Tag. Yes, Sir, as the only way to have both; for if 
ſhe marries you, the other will follow of courſe. 
Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jaſper? 

Biddy. Tis very true, Sir Simon; from my knowing 
no better, I have ſet my Heart upon a young Man, and 


a young one I'll have; there have been three here this Af- 


ternoon. 
Sir Sim. Three, Jaſper | $35: W | 
Biddy. And they have been * about me, and 
one has beat the other two. Now, Sir Simon, if you'll 
take up the Conqueror, and kick him, as he has kick'd 
the others, you ſhall have me for your Reward, and my 
Fifteen thouſand Pounds into the Bargain. What ſays 
my Hero? Eh? [Slaps him on the Back, 
Sir Sim, T he World's at an end {—What's to be done, 
Jaber? 
Jaſper. Pack up and be gone; don't fight the Match, 
Sir. 
Sir Sim, Fleſh and Blood cannot bear i it --I'm all over 
Agitation 
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Agitation · Hugh, hugh! --- am I cheated by a Baby, a 
Doll? Where's your Aunt, you young Cockatrice ?---T'l] 
let her know --- ſhe's a baſe Woman, and you are 

Biddy. You are in a fine Humour to ſhew your Valour, 
Tag, fetch the Captain this Minute, while Sir Simon is 
warm, and let him know he is waiting here to cut his 
Throat. [Exit Tag.] I lock*'d him up in my Bed-chamber 
till you came. 

Sir Sim. Here's an Imp of Darkneſs! What wok I 
give that my Son Bob was here to thraſh her Spark, while 
I—raviſh'd the reſt of the Family. 

Jaſper. I believe we had beſt retire, Sir. 

Sir Sim. No, no, I muſt ſee her Bully firſt; and, do 
you hear, Jaſper, if I put him in a Paſſion, do you 
knock him down. 


Jaſper. Pray keep your TORN Sir, 


Enter Captain, Tag, and Puff. 


Capt. ¶ Approaching angrily.) What is the Meaning, Sir ? 
-—- Ounds! tis my Father, Puff; what ſhall Ido. 


T H/eae. 
Puff. [Drawing him by the Coat} Kennel again, Sir. 
Sir Sim. I am enchanted ! { Staring. 


- Capt. There is no Retreat, I muſt ſtand it! 
Biddy. What's all this? | 
Sir Sim. Your humble Servant, Captain Fire-Ball — 
You are welcome from the Wars, noble Captain, ---I did 
not think I ſhould have the Pleaſure of being knock'd 
o'th* Head, or cut up alive by ſo fine a Gentleman. 
Capt. I am under ſuch Confuſion, Sir, I have not Power 
to convince you of my Innocence, 
Sir Sim. Innocence! pretty Lamb! And fo, Sir, you 
have left the Regiment, and the honourable Employment 


of 6 for your Country, to come home and cut 
F 2 your 
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your Father's Throat; why Ren be a — Man in 
time, Bob!“ : 
Biday. His Father, Tag. ; * 
Sir Sim. Come, came, tis ſoon 3 Stroke does 
uon. if you haye any Qualms, let your "Squire thers 
perform the Operation. | 
Puff. Pray, Sir, don” ü throw ſuch Temptnions! in my ways 
Capt, Hold your impudent Tongue! | 
* Sir Sim, Why don't you ſpeak, Mr. Modeſty; 4 
Excuſe have you artes Aen. L | 
Capt. My Affection to this Lady. 
Sir Sim. Your Affection, Puppy |. | 
Capt. Our Love, Sir, has been long and mutual ; what 
Accidents have happen'd fince my going abroad, and 
her leaving the Country, and how I have moſt unac- 
countably met you here, I am a Stranger to; but what- 
ever Appearances may be, I ſtill am, and ever was, your 
dutiful Son. 
e © Biddy. He talks like an Fry Tap! 


Sir . Dutiful, Sirrah! Have you not rival'd your. 


N 4 


rad No, 'Sir, you have rival'd me; my Claim muſt 
be prior to yours. 

Biddy. Indeed, Sir Simon, he can ſhew the beſt Tide 
to me. 

_ Zaſper. Sir, Sir, the young — ſpeaks well, and 
as the Fortune will not go out of the Family, I would 
adviſe you to drop your Reſentment, be reconcil'd to 
your Son, and relinquiſh the Lady. 

Sir Sim. Ay, ay, with all my Heart——Lookye, 1 


I give you up the Girl, ſhe's too much for me, I con- 


fels;—And'take'my Word, Bob, you'll catch a Tartar. 
Biddy. I aſſure you, Sir Simon, I'm not the Perſon you 


take me for; if I have us'd you any ways ill, cas for, 


your 
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Son's ſake, who had my Promiſe and Inclinations 
before you; and tho I believe I ſhould have made you 
a moſt uncomfortable Wife, I'll be the beſt Daughter to 
in the World; and if you ſtand in need of a Lady, 
my Aunt is diſengag'd, and is the beſt Nurſe ——  ' 

Hir Sim. No, no, I thank you, Child; you have fo 
turn'd my Stomach to Marriage, I have no Appetite leſt. 

But where is this Aunt ? Wort he ſtop your Pro- 
ceedings, think you? 

Tag. She's now at her Lawyer's, Sir, and if you pleaſe 
to go with the young Couple, and give your Approba- 
tion, I'll anſwer for my old Lady's Conſent. } 

Biddy. The Captain, and I, Sir 

Sir Sim. Come, come, Bob, you are but an Eng; 
don't impoſe on the Girl neither. 
| Capt. I had the good Fortune, Sir, to pleaſe my Royal 
General by my Behaviour in a ſmall Action with the Emy, 
and he gave me a Company. | 

Sir Simon. Bob, I wiſh you Joy! This is News indeed! 
And when we celebrate your Wedding, Son, I'll drink 
a half Pint Bumper myſelf to your Benefactor. 

Capt. And he deſerves it, Sir; ſuch a General, by his 
Exanjple and Juſtice, animates us to Deeds of Glory, 
and inſures us Conqueſt. 

Sir Sim. Right, my Boy----come along then. ¶ Going. 
- Puff. Halt a little, Gentlemen and Ladies, if you pleaſe : 
Every Body here ſcems well fatisfy'd but myſelf. 

Capt. What's the matter, Puff ? 

Puff. Sir, as I would make myſelf worthy of ſuch a 
; Maſter, and the Name of Soldier, I cannot put up the 
leaſt Injury to my Honour, 

Sir Sim. Heyday ! What Flouriſhes are theſe ? ? 

Puff. Here is the Man; come forth, Caitiff. [To Jaſper. 
He hath confeſs d this Day, that, in my Abſence, he had 

1 taken 
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taken Freedoms with my lawful Wife, and had diſho- 


nourable Intentions againſt = Bed ; for which I demand 


Satisfaction. 


ger Sim. [Striking din. What Stuff is here, the Fel 


6 Brain's turn' d. 
Puff. And crack'd too, Sir; but 7 are my Maſter's 
Father, and I fubmit. 


Capt. Come, come, Ill ſettle your PunGtilios, and will 
take care of you and Tag hereafter, provided you drop 


all Animoſities, and ſhake hands this Moment. 


Puff. My Revenge gives way to my Intereſt, and 1 


once again, Jaſper, take you to my Boſom. 
Faſper. Pm your Friend again, Pu. but "TIM 
I fear you not; and if you'll lay aſide your Steel there, 


as far as a broken Head, or a black Eye, I'm at your 


Service upon Demand. 


Tag. You are very good at Crowing indeed, Mr. Jae | 
per; but let me tell you, the Fool that is Rogue enough 


to brag of a Woman's Favours, muſt be a Dunghil 
every way. As for you, my dear Husband, ſhew your 


Manhood in a proper Place, and you need not fear theſe 


Sheep- biters. 
Sir Sim. The Abigail is pleaſant I confeſs, he, he! 
Biddy. I'm afraid the Town will be ill-natur'd enough 


to think I have been a little coquettiſh in my Behaviour; 


but, I hope, as I have been conſtant to the Captain, 1 
ſhall be excus'd diverting myſelf with Pretenders. 


Ladies, to Fops and Braggarts ne'er be kind, 
No Charms can warm *em, and no Virtues bind ; 
Each Lover's Merit by his Conduct prove, 

Who fails in Honour, will be falſe in Love. [Exeurt, 


T358 


E PI- 


1 
* <4 
- 


E PI LOGE | 
By the fame H AN D as the PROLOGUE. 
Spoke by Mrs, PRITCHARD. 


Hood Folks, Pm come at ny young Lady's bidding, 
To ſay, Lon all are welcome to her Wedding. 

Th Exchange ſhe made, what Mortal here can blame? 
Shew me the Maid that would not do the ſame. 
For ſure the greateſt Monſter ever ſeen, 
Is doting Sixty coupled to Sixteen 
When wint*ry Age had almoſt caught the Fair, 
Youth, clad in Sunſhine, ſnatch*d her from Deſpair : 
Like a new Semele the Virgin lay, 
And claſp'd her Lover in the Blaze of Day. 
Thus may each Maid, the Toils almoſt intrapt-in, 
Change Old Sir Simon for the brisk young Captain. 

I love theſe Men of Arms, they know their Trade: 
Let Daftards fur, theſe Sins of Fire iwb! | 
Touch cannot bear around the Bait to nibble, | 
. Like pretty, powder'd, patient Mr. Fribble ; | 
e Dangers bred, and 5kilful in Command, | 
Dey. ſtorm the ſtrongeſt Fortreſs, Sword in Hand! 

Nights without Sleep, and Floods of Tears when waking, 

Shew'd poor Miſs Biddy was in piteous taking : 

She's now quite well; for Maids in that Condition, 

Find the young Lover is the beſt Phyſician ; 

And without Helps of Art, or Boaſt of Knowledge, 

They cure more Women, faith, than all the College! 

But 


— — wy 
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4 he > === 1 come with low Petition; + 
For, faith, poor Bayes is in a ſad Condition; 3 
* The huge. tall Hangman /ands o give the Blow, . 
And only waits your. leaſures -— Ay, or N. 
If you ſhould --- Pit, Box, and Gallery, egad! _ 
Jay urns bis Senſes, and the” Man runs Kee. £2 1 
But if your Ears are ſout, your Hearts are Rock, 

And you pronounte the Sentence Block to Block, 

Down kneels the Bard, and leaves you when he's dead, 


Waun hte if an ute Rete 
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